' Arthur Davis caught at the straw.
He knew that Nancy had gone awiy
on a visit to a friend” He went to
her mother’s house. Ada Resves was
an Invalld; she had not long to Hve,

Wha& do-you mean by that, young
man?"

“I have heen (old that Nafoy Is an

ted daughter,” he replied, boldly.
e old woman's face was con-
vulsed with wrath.

“If 1 knew who sald that,” she an-
swered, “1'd send her to the peniten-
tiary if it took every penny I have,
It's & lie—that's what it fa. Nancy is
my own child—"

The door opened and Nancy stood
there. BShe had heard every word
that was spoken, and her face was as
white as death.

“Nancy, he wants to take away
your right to have a mother," mut-
tered the old woman angrily.

“Arthur, you must go now,” aald
Nancy decigively. “You won't make
it hard, will you?”

“No,” he answered, mechanically,
and went toward the door. But as he
reached the passage he saw Nancy
nt ber side, and in 3 moment thelr
arms were round each other.

“Qh, Arthur, I love you with- 411
my heart,” she murmured. “And I
shall never marry. Nor you?"

“Never," he answered, strungling
the lump in his throat. And so they

Arthur packed his things that night
and went to the station. He meant
to leave town forever. Upon a plat-
form he met a neighbor of  the

Reevea,
“That’s a had thing that happened
this afternoon,” he sald to him.
“What's that?” asked Arthur ab-

gtractly.
" *That stroke of Mrs, Reeves. I

/

don't expect she live through the
night—at least, the doetor thinks®
there Is no' chance.™ .

The traln came In, but Arthur did*
not take L. He stood as one stunned.
‘What would Nancy do all alone? His
duty was with her in this crisig’
Whatever his own suffering, be musy
fight it down and aid her.

Quickly bhe made his way up ths!
hill to the house. The front door!
stood wide open. He walked wup-
stairs, into the old ‘woman's bed=
room, She lay unconscious on thel
bed, and st her side kneeled Nanoy,
pruying. Her face was wet with tears.

She seemed to unnderstand the

young man’s motive in returning, for
ghe looked up in an understanding
way and gave him her hend. And
upon the other side of the bad Ar-
thur waited through the night

At dawn the old woman opened
her eyes.

“They aay she ain't my child,” she
muttered. “Well, lot tham say. They

won't dars say it openly. I.tlim;fﬂo
I'll send them to the state peniten-




